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Peter and I came away well satisfied. We had a " scoop."
On arrival in Paris I cabled my interview to the New York
World and Peter posted his to the Daily Telegraph, who pub-
lished it immediately. As a result of this success I tried to
persuade him to abandon his studies for the Bar and take up
journalism. It seemed to me that we might hunt in couples
and it would have been very pleasant for me. Peter howevei
is no gambler. I was not able to persuade him, and started
off alone to Moscow.

It is hardly worth while to dwell at length upon the anguish
of that second visit. I went there in great spirits and with high
hopes, expecting among other things (not unreasonably) to be
well received. The note which I dispatched on arrival to
Karneneff remained unanswered, and Litvinoff informed me,
" You are not the type of newspaper correspondent we are
accustomed to!"

Perhaps indeed I wasn't the usual type ! But was I any the
worse for that ? I hung about and waited for someone to take
some notice of me. No one did! I was relegated to the com-
pany of English and American concession hunters in the hotel,
who let no occasion pass by that could be turned to anti-
Bolshevist account. I heard nothing but abuse and criticism
of the Soviet.

What were the changes, I wondered, that had taken place since
my first visit ? Details of proletarian government, statistics
and economics, interested me little enough. I had always been,
at heart, an artist and not a politician, but with the stern
sense of journalistic duty, I tried to ascertain some information.
My efforts were in vain.

My old friends having failed me, I pinned some hopes on a
letter that Maxim Gorky had given me to his first wife (they
were divorced). In doing so he explained that she was
in a position to introduce me into the artist monde. She
knew all the young moderns, and moreover her life was inter-
esting ; she was a prison inspector ! I hired a droshky, it was
a bitter cold evening, and gave the driver the address. It
proved to be in quite a remote part of Moscow, almost a suburb.
I had great difficulty in locating the house, and more trouble